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had a personal quarrel with Brissot and had attacked
him viciously in two pamphlets. Under the acid of his
hatred, Brissot's very virtues had turned to vices. Thus
he accused him of having organized an anti-slavery
society in France merely for the purpose of creating
dissatisfaction in the colonies, so they might become an
easy prey to England, whose agent he accused Brissot
of being. Yet when Brissot and the other Gironde
leaders were sentenced to death, he had rushed from the
court-room, his face pale, his eyes wild, his hair
dishevelled, crying: "My God! My God! It is I who am
killing them! It is my Brissot Unmasked that has done
this!"
He was equally inconsistent in his choice of friends.
Thus, among his foremost friends was Arthur Dillon—
a royalist general, who became implicated in the plot to
free the Queen; likewise, Freron—an ultra-terrorist and
one of the most bloody of the proconsuls, who had
acquired the sobriquet of the "Counterfeit Marat" and
had once proposed to drag that same Queen through
the Paris streets at the tail of a horse!
Desmoulins did not shine in the Convention. This
was more due to his lack of balance than to his slight
stutter. He was the eternal collegian throwing spitballs,
and when he let fly, it hurt. He let fly at Saint-Just: "He
carries that head of his with respect, as if it were the
Holy Sacrament"; to which that redoubtable young
man replied: "I'll make him carry his like St. Denis".
He let fly at others, and thus was able to collect a
goodly number of enemies. His friends considered
themselves somewhat responsible for him, as for some-
body not quite grown up. "Camille should not be
allowed to disgrace himself", said one of them, when
Desmoulins had acted with more than ordinary heed-
lessness at the Convention.
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